Chapter of Control 


Author: twitch 
Bands: Led Zeppelin 


Characters: John Paul Jones, Robert Plant 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Dec 19 2012 13:47:30 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Chapter of Control 


Just when | think | have a good grasp of understanding who he is solid fact becomes nebulous, slipping through 
my fingers as if never existed. 


| lie on my back, searching the ceiling for answers that don't come. Closing my eyes | will the past few days to 
flood my brain, reaching for possibilities when facts continue to flee. I'm certainly no slouch, | should be able to 


make the comections, if what | remember does point to what tonight has made perfectly clear. 


John has always been the quiet one. Once upon a time | thought all quiet ones were of the same personality 
but ever since meeting John and Jimmy | realise that there is a difference. Jimmy could be quiet but he's far 
more expressive. It's visible in his eyes, thoughts vibrant and rapid. Some of those thoughts remain in his head 
but those that he vocalises he shares willingly. Without raising his voice he captivates, not gripping a person's 
attention but slowly coaxing it upon himself. He puts most of his energy out, into long conversations or his 


guitar, a classic case of an extrovert. 


John is the introvert of the two. He keeps more of his thoughts to himself, which makes it all the more 
riveting when he chooses to speak. He likes to make his few words have an impact, whether they're glib or 


insightful. I've seen him in conversation and while he clearly enjoys the nature of the sport he's only a part- 


time participant. As soon as he starts, words lingering in the air, they are soon to fade, thoughts and images 
remaining while he makes his exit. 


I've been privy to Jimmy's thoughts. Sometimes | see them on stage when we glance at each other at just the 
right moments. In the quiet of day, without entourage or fans, | get to learn more about them. John's 
thoughts remain closely guarded, not that he keeps them behind iron and steel. | catch glimpses of them, 
quicksilver, solid but fleet. 


The mental acuity of the two is powerful. I'm always curious of them, perhaps a little smitten. Jimmy knows 
and uses it to his advantage. We have a game of cat and mouse. He has a little piece of cheese for me, 


sometimes he lets me have it but other times he chases me away before | can get a bite. 


John is no cat. There is no analogy for him. Maybe he could be a Sphinx, but he doesn't have any riddles for 
me, nor does he wish for me to die. What we do share is a friendship but it's rather bare. | crave something 
from him and | would take a riddle if he so gives one to me. All | get are brief looks and a small smile. He 


knows too but doesn't share. 


The morning | enter another hotel restaurant, not precisely hungry but knowing that a meal will be too far 
away considering the traveling we need to make to get to our next stop, John and Jimmy are already seated. 
There's only one other person in the room, an elderly gentlemen in the corner of the room, more interested in 
his newspaper than his breakfast. My gaze returns to Jimmy and John. They're in conversation, or so | 
imagine, based on the way that John tilts his head forward, making it hard to see his features but Jimmy's 
face tightens and his fingers, though behind his plate, make to claw into the white tablecloth. He must sense 
my scrutiny for his eyes drift far enough to see me in the entrance. He doesn't try to hide his previous 


reaction though with his silent acknowledgement of my presence | make my way to their table. 
| sit down beside Jimmy. It's partly to give him my support but also so | can look across properly to John to 


determine his own expression As | expect it reveals little to nothing. There's no hardness around his mouth or 


eyes, not so much relaxed but purposely void. The man could make a killing at a poker table, have he the skill 


for it. 
"You two are awake early," | remark, smiling in greeting. 


John does smile in turn, courtesy at least replacing his need to be secretive. "Sleep proved to be no longer a 


necessity." 

"Don't tell that to Mister Bonham," | remark, picking up the menu that is perfectly centred between salt and 
pepper shakers. Jimmy and John didn't need to look at it to order their coffees but food is an entirely 
different matter. "I could hear him snoring from my room." 


‘Someone will tell him," Jimmy added, playing with the handle of his mug. "We'll be leaving in good time today." 


| won't volunteer myself for that service." | know for a fact it won't be any of us. Chances are it will be his 


drum tech, a man brave and foolhardy as Bonzo himself. "Have you ordered breakfast yet?" 
John shakes his head, Jimmy speaking for both of them. "Coffee first, then food" 


The breakfast offered by the restaurant is standard, nothing jumping out. Settling on the first thing that | 
actually stop on and look in interest at | pass the menu to Jimmy. | have a purpose. "So what was the coffee 


talk?" 


My theory doesn't hold true. Jimmy is busy with reading the breakfast selection, a good excuse to not answer. 
By default John should answer first but he gives me a look once he takes his eyes off of his coffee. Not 
scalding, not even surprised, he takes a sip, lifting his other hand to keep it balanced before him, not lowering 
yet. “Tonight's show," he replies that whether it's a lie | can’t tell. There's hardly any conversation each day 
that doesn't concern a show, past, present or future. He and Jimmy probably were talking about the concert 
but that couldn't be the reason for Jimmy's ire earlier. 


Jimmy doesn't look up. "The mix was off last night so we should make sure that everything's set up properly." 


"That can be fixed easily enough." | turn my head to give Jimmy a reassuring smile, one that his gaze returns 
once he pushes the menu across. From the corner of my eye John's expression doesn't change though he sets 
his coffee down to pull the menu closer. 


"Last night should have been foreseeable. It's not like you and Jimmy don't challenge each other on a daily 
basis. A little adjustment to the drums and bass tonight should be all we need,” John comments, giving the 


menu options far more scrutiny than Jimmy and | did. 


| can't say l'm not surprised by their answers. |, as the mouse, remain in the dark of my hole in the wall. | 
nibble on my cheese, in the guise of poached eggs and toast, hoping to catch some look or another from either 
of them. John excuses himself first to get his baggage so the next time | see them together they're in front 
of the hotel with everyone waiting for transportation Whatever the cause of their disagreement has been 
forgotten because they're talking amicably. By the time our bus has come along | lose them both, Jimmy to 
Peter and John to his own seclusion. 


Resigning myself to just not knowing | settle down with a book It isn't mine and judging by the dry material it 
must be Jimmy's. | do make seven chapters worth of headway, pit-stops withstanding. The material does force 


boredom upon me, a nap an appreciated diversion to pass the rest of the drive. 


Jostled awake, looking around expecting a sudden stop to have done the necessity for me, | realise John is 
standing beside my chair, gaze quietly amused. Rubbing my face, hoping that | haven't slobbered over my chin, 


| blink to refresh myself and my muddied brain. "Did you volunteer to wake me up?" 


‘| did" A step back from him gives me the space | need to stand up, which | do, barely catching the book 
before it hits the floor. Setting it on the chair | startle when John closes the distance between us. "Is that all 
you had to do?" 


"You are far too easy to read." 


Well - damn. I'm not going to argue, | know I'm guilty of that. What surprises me is that he's not keeping this 
to himself, telling me straight to my face instead. "| haven't heard any complaints of that before so | can't say 


I'm too worried." 


"No, you dont worry about that" John lifts his chin, the height difference no matter to him, looking me in the 


eye. "You project your desires like a beacon. Do you know that Jimmy laughs about you?" 


The security of knowing myself doesn't bolster me for that drop of information. "He doesn't," | snort, shaking 
my head dismissively. 


"You mistake his laughter for kindness." His voice may be soft but its far from consoling. 


"What is it then?" l'm awake though | would much rather not be. Then | could pass off this conversation as a 
joke, Jimmy walking in on us for the punch line but we're alone on the bus and everything is too sharp in my 


ears, the sounds of traffic beyond the bus walls and John's voice. 


"Everything but” John cocks his head, eyes widening a little, a false sign of sympathy. "You might be his 
confidant but he's not about to return your affections. It would be. . . wiser to curb yourself. Not everyone 


wants to read you." 
This time my snort is a loud laugh. "Why? So | can spend more time reading you and Jimmy?" 


"That would actually be a good idea. With enough practice you might actually understand each of us properly.” 
John claps his hand on my arm. Bracing myself against his words | didn't expect that at all, nearly jumping out 


of my skin. He's chuckling under his breath, leaving me while joining the congregation out on the sidewalk. 


l'm rooted to my spot in front of the chair. Is that an invite? He didn't threaten me to stop, that's 
encouragement he gave me. He wants me to watch Jimmy - and him. That's not the remarkable part though. 
This isn't the longest conversation we've shared but it is the most revealing. There's a good chance he may be 
bluffing as far as Jimmy is concerned but what he's said to me says a lot about him. And for once | could 
actually see beyond the front he maintains. Without the bars in the way | could see beyond the cold metal. For 
the few seconds we talked | felt heat licking at my face, close but not burning. The give and take of banter had 


me waiting to hear more from him but in his usual style he left, last words his like always. 


Our luggage has the privilege of going straight inside the hotel. We board the bus that has all the equipment, 
going to the venue. The hall is attractive enough, nothing that | place importance on. It could look like a barn 
and I'd be willing to perform in said barn so long as it sounds good. It won't matter what the chairs look or feel 
like. The audience will be seated for two minutes tops before they're on their feet. They won't care what the 
walls look like either, they'll be watching us and if we're not blowing them away with our music then I'll be 


blaming the acoustics of the building and our sound technicians. Our sound technicians know what they're doing 


though, and clearly they've been talking to Jimmy or John, or both of them, to correct the problem from last 
night. The crew has helped us to prepare the stage so that when sound-check is done everything is in reach 
to be tweaked or twisted until the last of the cymbals is still ringing in a perfect shimmer of approved sound. 


Having been absorbed in the borrowed book | missed the opportunity to have lunch. To say that I'm famished 
is accurate. It's me and Bonzo jockeying to get into position to exit the bus first. | don't know where he has to 
rush off to but I'm off in search of food. Herding one half of our crew down the street to a restaurant | had 
seen from the bus we make quick business for a man who's clearly expecting a quiet night. The last thing | 

expect is for John to join us but he does, even sitting at the same table. Out of habit, needing to know where 
my eyes will drift to at any given time, | note that he takes the chair across and four to the right from me. 
If | know any better | say he's doing this on purpose, putting himself directly in line of the corner of my eye. 
Conveniently it's also the same angle he has on me so that we can watch each other. Why he needs to do so 


to me is foolish as he already has told me he can read me like a book. What chapter is he on now? 


| muffle my laughter with my hand, holding my fork in mid-air and | know l'm not imagining it when his smile 


appears two seconds later. 


The concert goes without a hitch, all the instruments clear and audible thanks to crew and musicians. It's a 
rowdy crowd backstage that carries outside, joking even while working, laughing and shouting and carrying on 
that it doesn't take much effort to draw the attention of several groups of fans. Once equipment is loaded into 
the bus we properly mingle and those who are old enough, or at least claim to be, join us at a nearby bar. 


Those who are lucky enough may even come back to the hotel. 


My girl for the night, Marie, is shimmying her way back into her skirt. | give her the courtesy of walking her 
to the door while pulling her zipper up. Rubbing her back | nuzzle into her neck to kiss her, ignoring the fact 
that she's wishing me goodbye with a giggle. Her goodbye is soft enough to let a snort carry down the hallway. 
| glance up to catch a technician saluting me with a smirk as he's clapping his hand on John's shoulder in his 


own gesture of goodbye. John merely watches me, a smug look that has me straightening fully. 


The next day I'm relegated to furtively watching John. The darkened hallway does little to keep either of us in 
shadows in daylight. Unless l'm in the safety of a hotel room, which won't happen until late at night, | find 
myself in close proximity to him by my own stupidity or his doing. Or perhaps it's both. Whatever the case 
may be | find him silent but keeping an eye on me regardless what he's doing. Wasn't he the one to tell me to 


keep watch over him? Why am | now the specimen? 


The morning after a lonely night - | wasn't about to take the chance of being caught by him with another girl 
- it seems like things could be back to normal. | sleep soundly, much to my wonder, but it's as though his 
words drag me out of bed into the hotel restaurant. I'm too well rested to waste another minute in my room. | 
don't need coffee to aid me in looking over the menu. I've yet to make my decision when the menu slides up 


out of my hand, twisted around so that John's reading it instead. 


"Do you have any recommendations?" he asks, eyes darting up. 


| blink bermusement away, fixing him with a perturbed look. "Has anyone ever called you a bastard?" 
| can't tell if he's smirking but I'm fairly sure he is. 


There might be a bit of cat and mouse at play between us. He's not outright toying with me but he still lies 
about, albeit on two feet. Any proximity from yesterday is closing in He stands closer and | can say with 
certainty that he is making a decision about me. On more than one occasion | glance to him, waiting to see if 
he'll say anything. | try to determine what he's doing, or what he's trying to be, but his thoughts are still 
hidden On the other hand he nods each time | look his way, having no such problems in determining what's 
going on in my head. 


All the mind games are running me ragged that it's a delight to forget all about them in favour of the stage. 
When fortune is bestowed upon me in the guise of a petite brunette | don't brush her off, bringing her 
straight to the hotel, not even stopping to order drinks to be brought upstairs. 


| push her panties aside, curls tickling my fingers, when a knock sounds at my door. "Oh come on now,” | 
mutter into her chest, to which she giggles. She doesn't oblige me at all, knee stepping her way off my lap to 
settle against the pillows. 


Sighing | get up from the bed, stalking over to the door. Whoever thinks he can interrupt me at this time of 
night, knowing that | have taken off with a girl, shouldn't dare be surprised by my livid expression. 


Fortune means nothing when cruel fate faces me down. Exasperation has me rolling my eyes and dropping my 
arms to my side when John eyes me in my shirtless state, a smirk threatening if the twitch at the corner of 
his mouth means anything. And no, I'm not surprised either when he ignores the tell tale signs to enter the 


room. 
The girl had been undoing her blouse but pauses when she sees John entering before me. A flicker of hope 
crosses over her features, pulling a sigh out of him, glancing to me before smiling sympathetically to her. "| 


hate to say this but we have some business to discuss." 


She nods, doing up her blouse at the same time as standing. "I'll be in the bar, if you'll be looking later," she 
whispers to me, sweeping her fingers against the inside of my wrist. 


| wait for the door to close before whipping around to face John. "You better have a damn good reason for 
interrupting the only fun I've had the past two nights." 


John arches an eyebrow, undoing off his jacket. "What stopped you last night?" 


"You know exactly what." | point my finger in his chest once the jacket lands on the dresser. "You've been 


driving me crazy!" 


"That doesn't take much effort," John counters, holding back laughter. 


"The past three days!" John doesn't care for my accusations, or at least not for looking at me. He starts 
towards the window but when | follow him he detours to the bed, the only piece of furniture in the room 
available to sit on. "lm going to ignore whatever argument you got into with Jimmy because you seem to have 
gotten over that one fast enough. After that was when you turned your attention on me. Telling me that l'm 
an open book, then essentially telling me to read you and Jimmy - | have no idea what that was all about - 


but then! You've been staring at me ever since!" 


"Says the man who makes a career out of staring at Jimmy." John sits on the edge of the bed, hands pressing 
down beside his hips. 


"We have a relationship." John gives me that questioning eyebrow again, smirk threatening to come out, but | 
move towards the bed, holding up a hand to silence him. "We are friends and | learn more about him by 
watching him - and talking with each other, which is more than what I'll ever get out of you. You're a 
secretive little creep who has been playing with me for the past two days." 


"Have you gathered that much for all the time you've been watching me?" John asks, leaning back to get a 


better look at me. 
"You've been toying with me," | accuse, swinging my finger back to him. 
He doesn't flinch at all. "Perhaps." 


| crouch down, shaking my head when the angle shows he's not flustered like | am. "You... you are unreadable. 


| can read Jimmy, but you're impossible.” 


John purses his lips, cocking his head sideways and just a tiny bit forward "Are you sure you want to know 


more about me?" 


‘I'm around you more often than not and | prefer not to work with total strangers." | spread out my hands, 
palms up, knowing I'm not going to receive anything for my request but hoping he'll take it as an open offer, 


not wanting anything else from him but only what I'm asking. "What is there holding you back?" 


"Nothing is holding me back" My expression is doubtful to which John chuckles. The way his chin drops casts 
an ashamed shadow over the one side of his face but once again | don't know if it's a truth or a trick of the 
light. "lm more concerned about you. | understand you. You want the truth since you present yourself as an 
open book for everyone else to read. Some people aren't so open - and yes, | know what you're going to say.’ 


He levels me with a quick but firm look when | open my mouth. "But some secrets are meant to stay secrets." 


"That's ridiculous. You're guarded all the time, you can't be that... contraband." That's not the word I'm 
searching for, made clear by how my fingers thread through the air, searching for something more precise 


but | come up empty-handed. "You aren't going to hurt anyone by being yourself" 


"Will 1?" John asks, gaze narrowing slightly that | nearly miss something darting across his vision, some kind of 
a sense, not so much a feeling or thought but something else, maybe an action. It would've been more telling if 


| had seen it properly. 


"You can't hurt me," | assure him, placing my hand on his knee to lean in. His eyelids lift slightly and | swear | 


see the shadow of that curious expression, perhaps a need, trying to remain hidden 


| know | was moving closer, unconsciously trying to understand what | saw, but before | realise it l'm flat on 
my back, John hovering over me. "I won't hurt you," he states, to which | nod, thinking he's only repeating my 
words yet | should know better. The past few days have proven nothing is as simple as it sounds or looks, 
particularly where it concerns John. My head drops into the pillows when his mouth crushes against mine, 
sucking the breath out of me. It takes me several seconds to realise he's not suffocating me but kissing me, 
his forearms down on either side of my head. 


l'm lightheaded from the lack of air but also from the shock of realising l'm kissing him back. Even once his lips 
are off of mine | suck helplessly to draw in breath. "What... | mean... why?" | mumble, staring up at him. 


"Some people control themselves because there is a need to control,’ John whispers, voice remarkably soft and 
precise despite having twisted and winded his tongue against mine. | struggle to speak, gaping like a fish. For his 
skill he's drained me completely. "Not every impulse is a good thing. Some impulses are better kept hidden 


"Why are you doing something about yours now?" | manage to ask. 


"Because you're nosy.” John clicks his tongue, a chiding sound that has me huffing, a laugh that doesn't 
impress him. "You don't know when to stop prying. One of these days it's going to bite you in the ass." 


| shouldn't provoke him but | do. "You promise?" 


My tactic at exchanging words with him to spur him on might have been thrown together hastily. | think that 
he's been thinking this through, a bit more than | have, which is to say a lot. He bites my lip before | get what 
little breath | have gathered drawn out all over again. The same haze of disorientation pulls at my brain so 
that | don't recognise or feel my hand lifting to tangle into his hair. He swats it down, pinning it down beside my 
head and squeezing it until | relent from the pain. His other hand presses centre to my chest. Its not enough 
to hold me down but the way rough fingers drag at my collar bone, splaying one way than another, has me 
shuddering along with the rough kisses. A tweak and a pinch at a nipple and I'm half-lifting off the bed with a 


moan. 


"Stay down," he snaps, leveling me with a look I've never seen before. The way my fingers dig into the blankets 
has my eyes widening, wondering just what my hand would look like side by side Jimmy's clenching the table 
cloth. 


| fidget but | keep myself flat to the bed, much to John's approval. | get another pinch and a deliberate drag of 
his thumb around muscle but aside from a hitch of breath and chest | don't move. His thumb and fingers 


continue stroking, although it feels more like kneading, my skin malleable under his touch. It's certainly changing, 
not quite pain and heat building to make a noticeable difference in my jeans. He knows it too, clucking when my 


hips start to lift up from the blankets. 


"Are you in need?" he asks, lips pushing out slyly. Insistent hand takes it time, rough fingertips scraping down 
my stomach, kneading, pulling and pinching at the skin, but eventually they're performing the same tricks on 
my button and zipper. Both hands pull jeans down and not for once I'm glad | don't usually waste time with 
pants. 


Is shameful how | gulp and squeal at the same time, his hand curling around my length, pumping me roughly 
in time to his kiss, dizzying and making me needy all at once. Its too much to take to exert my self-control. | 
arch up into his strokes, precise in knowing where to squeeze and twist to make me cry out. | do it again, 
sharper and louder, when denim covered thigh presses to scrape against my balls. | can't focus my gaze on 
John's face despite the way he looms in closer, stern while his hands push all his weight down on my hips. He's 
expectant, waiting on me, that dread curls with the lust in my stomach. I've definitely missed something 


important. "Um. . . pardon?" | ask, my cheeks pink in breathlessness and apology. 


"I think you have a problem in paying attention to my instructions," John comments. | squirm helplessly, 
wondering if the way I've watched him and Jimmy feels the same way he looks down on me, boring and intense. 


"| told you not to move. At all" 
| smile widely, sincere and charming. "It's a compliment." 


"You don't listen" He squeezes fingers well accustomed to thick bass strings into my hips. He's got a rhythm 
of his own going on now, thumb kneading closer, dragging and kneading up the underside of my cock to the tip. 
Breath shakes through my teeth, loud and struggling along with my impulse. Impulses fail and | arch up. "And 
you can't control yourself. Well, if you can't, why should | control myself too?" 


That sounds like the best idea ever. | would applaud John, approving of all of his ideas, current and future, but 
my hands aren't about to function yet. They clench into the blanket when he lowers himself, taking me into his 
mouth. | manage to get through the tight slide of his mouth only a few times, cheeks smooth against me, 
before | grab hold of the back of his head. | know what | want, pushing him down, but with a low rumble that 
does just as much to vibrate through me plus warn me off, he grabs a hold of my wrist, squeezing it before 


slamming it back to the bed. 


"What did | tell you?" It's not right when blue eyes are scolding, looking up to me from above the head of my 
cock. His expression hardens when | burst out laughing. He fails to see the humour of the situation yet I'm the 


one to make the error. 


Without another word John's back down on me but there's something different this time. There's no mal intent 
to speak of but there's an edge of mischief, his eyes fixated on me. | ride through the curls and sweeps of his 
tongue, the long hard sucks that bring my hips up and down, moving along how his mouth dictates. His hand 

tightens around my wrist but | don't heed the warning. Its only at the last second when | don't feel the grip of 


his other hand around the base of his cock that | wonder where it might be. 


That second is more like a half-second, for as soon as the thought enters my mind, a finger slides inside me 
when my hips sink down at the same time his mouth pulls away. All | get is a gaze of ‘| told you so, smug 
when | shudder, stomach trembling. "How. .." | don't know what | intend to ask, my mind blank in surprise and a 


tingle of something working its way up my spine. 


"lm keeping the pace here, and since you're in such a rush, | think it's only fair to - speed you along," John 
explains, voice low in a foreboding manner that | read all too quickly. | know | have it right this time when he 
laughs, the sound carrying in the air and through me when his mouth and finger set to work, fast, precise and 


perfectly in tandem 


Every muscle in my body straining, well-practised and well-used endurance helpless against his skill, | try to 
squirm away from his mouth and hand but it does the opposite. | pull on his hair in an attempt to twist him 
off but the angle has me choking on an audible shudder, his torture my pleasure. A minute hasn't passed when 
my gasps and groans make way to a sharp cry, releasing its hold on my whole body. My hips hover before 
crashing to the bed, his finger leaping and twisting in victory even though he quickly spits onto the blanket. 


I'm not sure when it is he moves, a ripple of my thoughts mistaking him for lingering though it's clear that 
my fingers are no longer tangled in his hair. | barely register his hand swatting me on the hip before he's 
standing up, no need to compose himself before making his way to the door, the snick of metal on metal 


leaving me alone and bewildered. 


The click reverberates in my reflections several times on before | jolt up. Possibilities merge with memories 
and I'm jumping to my feet, struggling to fasten my jeans into place before racing to his room, bare feet silent 


on the carpet. 


He opens his door, perhaps to keep my banging on the door from waking up the other patrons of the floor. 
John starts to step back, letting me in, not surprised when | grab a hold of his shirt. His eyes do widen a 
fraction when | swing around until it's my back pressed to the wall, sliding down a bit to drag him in for a 


rough kiss. "You are not done with me yet," | insist, voice raw and just on this side of desperate. 


Pushed towards the bed once he's slammed the door l'm pliant, bowing under his command and relishing every 


moment of it. 


